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mind were only Tuorila and this village and, as it
were balanced on the top of these, the tangle of
sensations evoked by attendance at Confirmation
Class.   His sense of being alive expanded, and
it was as though he were being compelled to
follow suit;   a big space seemed to be opening
out, which he had  to fill.   His  memories of
Nikkila with  all  that  he  had   fancied  about
Confirmation Class would not fit in at all; they
seemed rather to shrink when what was needed
was that they should expand.   He felt uncom-
fortable and helpless in the big living-room, from
the window of which one saw the roofs, gables
and tree-tops of the village in the growing dusk.
And common to all his present moods was a
sense of something to be done;   the idea of
shirking or forgetting lost its flavour here.   And
there was the added fear that he did not at all
know how to do that something that had to be
done.

The feeling of helplessness reached its climax at
the moment when he was about to partake of the
Sacrament. He knew that at that moment he
ought to be thinking of God, but God was
absent; there was only the faint fascination born
of the strangeness of the wafer and wine* The
Rector, the Pastor and all the other boys wore an
air as though there was no call for God to be
present then. The dominating atmosphere
seemed to be that this was the ceremonial